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	1. Prologue

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own RWBY, the universe it's set in, or anything of that sort. Heck, if RoosterTeeth wants to claim this as their own and use it for a spin off or something, by all means DO IT :)**

**This is an original story with original characters. I promise it has no Mary/Gary Sues or wish fulfillment, and has what I would like to think is not bad writing. The canon characters and plot will occasionally show up and influence certain things, but will not be the main focal point unless it's a critical moment in the universe's canonical history (which I think you all can guess what moments I'm referring to).**

**If you could spare some time to read this, maybe even leave some honest feedback, that would mean the world to me :)**

**Huge shout out to Reddit users halvetyl000, znman, and harryisgreat1 for their amazing editing work, as well as talented writer on FF dongyrn**** for reading through it!** **Between the four of them, no grammar error went unfixed, no incomplete thought went unfinished, and no stupid mistakes I wrote went uncalled out! This story wouldn't be nearly as great without these guys :)**

**Hope you all enjoy :) Please leave feedback if you want, I'm always trying to improve as a writer, not to mention reviews are like fuel for me! :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue: A Light Snuffed Out<strong>

**Somewhere in Mistral**

The wooded path still illuminated by moonlight gave her hope. It was not too late, not yet. But he was more than a few steps ahead of her and would reach their destination first.

"Do you even have a plan?" shouted her companion from far behind her, trying to keep up despite lacking the same speed.

"Stop him, save her, that's the only plan there is!" How he had found her, she had no clue. Why he was doing this, she had even less of a clue. It didn't matter though, none of it did, as long as the huntress could reach her long time friend. The forest suddenly lit up, beams of light blazing into the sky above. She was too late; he had reached her.

Faster and faster she urged her legs to move, leaving her teammate in the dust. The lights continued to flash, quicker and more frequently. Closer and closer she came, finally bursting into a clearing where the battle raged.

"Mare!" she screamed. Then a flash brighter than any she had ever seen forced her eyes shut lest she go blind. Tumbling to the ground, the light still shown through her eyelids as heat washed over her skin. Then darkness. When she reopened them, she wished she never had.

The clearing was now dark, but an illuminated figure stood over a body. His white teeth smiled as he looked down at the fallen figure, before a flash of light appeared and disappeared, taking him with it. Holding back her tears, the huntress slowly got up and stumbled over to her worst fears. Clicking on a light finally forced a tear to be shed.

He got her. He actually did it.

"Is she…?" a voice asked fearfully. Her teammate had caught up.

"She's going to be nothing but ash soon" The beams of light had charred her body, but ultimately him absorbing all the light from within her was what would wipe her from Remnant for good. Tears now flowed openly from her eyes. Why did this have to happen? A hand was placed on her shoulder.

"She's at peace now Star," Cecilia whispered, although her eyes were watering now too, "She won't suffer anymore."

"I'll kill him," Star swore through the tears, "I'll find him and end him for what he did."

"No! He'll be coming for you next and if he gets you too-"

"I don't care, let him come! He'll pay for…" Her voice failed her as she watched her friend's still warm body begin to blow away with the wind. That's when Star, even through the tears, saw something.

"Ce, her markings."

"What?"

"They're still there."

"But that means…he failed?"

"She passed her light onto the next Aspect before he even got here," she whispered in shock "He was too late."

"But when he realizes that, he'll start searching every trace of where she's been. He won't stop-"

"-then we'll have to keep him focused on finding me instead. We owe Mare that much."

The wind picked up, accelerating the disintegration of their former teammate's body. Star reached out, feeling her friend's body flow through her fingertips as it rose into the air around them. The ash was illuminated by the stars and the shattered moon above, before vanishing into the darkness that engulfed all that the light could not reach.


	2. A Foreign Land

**If you made it this far, thank you and hope you keep reading :)**

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own RWBY, the universe it's set in, or anything of that sort. Heck, if RoosterTeeth wants to claim this as their own and use it for a spin off or something, by all means DO IT :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1: A Foreign Land<strong>

**Cliffs near Beacon Academy, Vale**

_**16 years later…**_

The lack of snow was probably the most jarring thing to her about Vale. That, and the lack of her mother's constant supervision. Unlike those around her who were dazzled by the waterfalls at Beacon Academy's cliffs, Murasaki Zenith was unfazed. While certainly big, they were not nearly as vast as the ones back in Stillfalls. Hefting her pack up, she stepped off the boat with the few others who also were unimpressed by the falls. Stretching ahead, a long zig zagging path led up the cliff face towards the school. It seemed all those times walking down the cliffs to the shoreline back home were about to come in handy after all.

The trip to Vale from Atlas had taken much longer than she anticipated. Between having to change boats in several places and the detours to avoid roaming packs of aquatic Grimm, Murasaki had arrived in Vale a full week after she had planned. Luckily, there was ship going directly to Beacon in the last port she was in, which let her arrive just in time for the Academy's opening ceremonies, provided this long walk didn't delay her further. It was just the next challenge to overcome. Figuring some music would do her good, she reached for her scroll in her jean's pocket.

Her legs stopped as her hand found nothing but lint.

'_Damn, did I drop it on the boat? Or did I leave it…oh right_' Mura knew exactly where her scroll was, in the exact spot she left it. Turned off with the memory wiped, the device was sitting on the end table in her room back home. Despite its usefulness, the signal could be tracked, meaning all her mother had to do was request the scroll's location from the CCT network, which they would give her since Mura was still a minor, and a runaway at that. Wiping the memory also prevented her mother from seeing the correspondence detailing her application and subsequent acceptance into Beacon. All powering it back up would reveal was a fake travel schedule that showed her ending up in Vacuo. There was no evidence her true destination was Beacon.

A tear stained face cast in the moonlight appeared in Mura's mind as the memory of the night she ran from home was recalled. That horrified look her mother gave her as Mura stood half way out the door in the dead of night. She was left completely in the dark, and while it pained Mura to have done this, she didn't regret any of it. She was not going back.

Continuing back up the cliff, Mura tried to push aside the thoughts of the home she left behind. Her overbearing mother constantly limiting her, trying to keep her coddled and safe. The admonishing looks her neighbors gave her, filled with a mixture of pity and aversion. The local Atlas commander that constantly kept pressuring her to apply to the Atlas Academy, to serve like her father. Then when she wasn't at the local combat school, her mother constantly keeping her at home, even forbidding her to spend time weapons training outside the 'safe environment of the classroom'. All of this because her dear old dad went and leapt over the towering falls to escape his own life.

Mura stopped and looked out from the cliffs. Deep breath in, deep breath out. That was all behind her now, left behind in the dead of night when she escaped her home. It seemed like a whole lifetime ago, so far away and distant. The wind off the water picked up, blowing through her purple hair as her gaze viewed the City of Vale in the distance. Having never left the Kingdom of Atlas before, the environment was a fresh change of pace from back home, even if the waterfalls were subpar. The vegetation, even on these rocky cliffs, was far more green and vibrant than back home. The weather was warmer as well, making Mura regret wearing long wool sleeves and jeans that was norm in northernmost kingdom. This poor decision was even more apparent as she finished the hike to the top, her skin was radiating heat and her clothes drenched in sweat.

'_I need to change before I get known as the BO girl around here'_ While she had a spare change of clothes in her pack, there didn't appear to be any restrooms nearby. In fact, the area at the top of the cliffs was mostly barren apart from a long road that led towards the school. Airships continued unloading more people behind her, with those newcomers walking down the main road looking fresh and clean in contrast to Murasaki's own disheveled appearance. Hoping for some sort of place to change, Mura followed, albeit at a distance. None of them seemed to be transfers like her, their weather appropriate clothing suggested growing up here in Vale.

Except for one, which brought the sweaty Atlesian girl to a sudden halt as she reached the courtyard. On the back of a white dress was a logo that every single Atlas citizen knew by sight. The Schnee Dust Company. Mura honestly hadn't expected to see any other foreign students here at Beacon, much less a Schnee. This was bad. Really bad. As in the sort of bad that would make all her efforts to escape home for naught. Her mother had likely reported her missing by now, meaning at some point or another, the military might think to check other academies, asking their overseas citizens first. With how few students transfer from other kingdoms, she would stick out like a sore thumb if this Schnee girl knew about her.

Luckily, the pale white girl seemed focus at yelling at a terrified looking girl on the ground. Heading around behind the two, Mura ducked off behind one of the arches, hoping to find a way inside without crossing paths with that girl again. According to the boat captain, first years were to meet in the main amphitheater, just beyond the courtyard with the statue. A bead of sweat rolled off her nose. Right, still needed to swap ditch these sweaty rags.

Entering one of main hallways away from the amphitheater entrance, she wandered down the hall looking for a bathroom, or even just a closet at this point. After a few minutes of searching, the faint sound of footsteps behind her became apparent. Pretending to check her bag, Mura glanced over her shoulder and saw a dark skinned man a good distance back from her, just glancing around in a particular direction. He looked the total the opposite of her, wearing a sleeveless black robes, with matching cloth shorts. Unlike most students, who brought bags filled with clothing, gear, and personal objects, he only had a small pouch attached to what looked like a simple staff on his back. Mura turned and kept walking, mulling over the sight.

'_He couldn't be from Atlas, could he?_ _There is no way they could have tracked me already_' The footsteps continued behind her. She was definitely being followed. Fear started creeping in; she was so close to freedom yet now she might be dragged back home anyways. Rounding a corner, what looked like a janitor's closet came into view. She quickened her pace to the door, feeling relief that it was unlocked and slipped inside before her follower could round the corner. The sound got louder and louder as she stayed still amongst the cleaning supplies then began to fade as it passed the door. Waiting a few moments more before being satisfied that she had lost the stranger, Mura set her bag down and dug out some lighter clothes.

'_Much better' _she sighed, relaxing as the air started cooling her body through the light weigh workout clothes she changed into. Might not be the best dressed amongst the new students, but comfort came first. Packing up the old outfit, Mura exited the closet, only to come a dead stop. The guy somehow came back without making a sound, apparently to examine the view out the window. Gritting her teeth in frustration she began walking towards the stranger. If he was here to take her back, why didn't he make a move yet? If he wasn't, then why the hell was he following her to begin with? It was time to find out.

"Do you need something?" her voice as confident as she could make it. The stranger glanced away from the view to look at her. His square face seemed almost off put that she acknowledged him. No answer. What was with this guy?

"Well? Any particular reason why you're stalking me?"

Still no answer, although his eyes widened slightly. Being accused of stalking seemed to upset him slightly.

"You know, I thought the people of Vale had better manners, like answering questions asked of them," Mura remarked. Her right arm found the rim of her shield, ready to slide it out if he reacted aggressively. Instead a sneer formed on his face from the insult, like she was an idiot for thinking that.

"You're not from Vale are you?" That hunch proved correct as the sneer vanished in a smirk, the stranger's orange eyes shifting as if to say 'duh'.

"Well neither am I, so why-Hey!" Right as she admitted she wasn't from Vale, the stranger's face became despondent as he turned and walked off. Was he only following her because he thought she was from Vale? Why would he do that? Unless…

"You're lost aren't you?" This hunch was correct as well. The silent youth stopped dead, without turning to face her. Mura's laughter echoed through the empty hall; he was only following her because he was lost, a foreigner in a foreign land like her. This guy wasn't much different than her, apart from the creepy method to getting directions.

"Opening ceremony right? Is that what you're going to?" This got him to glance back, his face showing a very reluctant affirmation. He must not have gotten the arrival speech or followed the crowd upon arriving. She walked towards him, relaxing her arm away from her shield.

"Well I know where it is if you want to come with me," she said as she passed him. He moved to follow when she came about and looked up into his eyes. He abruptly came to a stop, surprised.

"That is, of course, if you tell me your name." Mura wasn't taking another step unless she knew who she was leading. His oblong face was taught, staring back at her without a word.

"Umbra Imaly," a deep voice rumbled as the face released some tension.

"So you can speak, how about that." she laughed. Umbra just glanced away, looking annoyed at being forced to reveal his name all for the sake of directions.

"Murasaki Zenith, it's nice to meet someone else from outside of Vale." No response again, continuing to irritate her. Yet, he did give his name, so Mura started walking again, tracing her steps back out to where the courtyard was. Silence remained the norm between the two. Voices of other students became louder as they neared the amphitheater.

"Well here we are th-" It was then Mura noticed Umbra had vanished. She swore, not sure how he managed to leave without her noticing. He must have done it the moment they entered, slipping into the crowd of people without a trace.

'_What a strange guy_'

* * *

><p><strong>Again, huge shout outs to Reddit users halvetyl000, znman, and harryisgreat1 for their amazing editing work, as well as talented writer on FF dongyrn<strong>** for reading through it! :)**

**If you could spare some time to leave some honest feedback, that would mean the world to me, as that is part of my writing fuel :)**


	3. Seeking Direction

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own RWBY, the universe it's set in, or anything of that sort. Heck, if RoosterTeeth wants to claim this as their own and use it for a spin off or something, by all means DO IT :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2: Seeking Direction<strong>

**Amphitheater, Beacon Academy**

The purple haired girl looked around briefly before moving on. Not that she would have spotted him anyway, engulfed in the shadows cast by the overhead arches in the sunlight. As she moved off, Umbra Imaly eased off his semblance, letting the shadows fall away from him back to their natural locations. The fact this Murasaki even looked for him after they arrived in the amphitheater struck him as a bit odd; he had only used her for directions, nothing more. Then again, everything he had encountered since arriving struck him as odd; it was so different compared to life in a nomadic tribe.

He already missed the open air and the empty land of Vacuo that the Skugga traveled throughout. The untouched wilderness he would explore while hunting for food. The quiet environment only punctuated by brief conversations and the natural world as his tribe moved to a new location. This place had already proven to be far noisier and crowded then any place he had been before. It wasn't even noise Umbra was accustomed to, it was all laughter and lightly toned talk. There were no sounds of combat, no sense of seriousness. He grew up sparing with his tribe mates; silently grinning in triumph as he knocked them into the dirt time and time again. There was none of that here, at least none that he had seen. This was suppose to be a school for warriors?

Despite all of these new surroundings, part of him felt no desire to return home, at least not yet. For the first time in his life, Umbra was actually sent out into the world instead of being hidden away from it. The past several years of his life, heck, most of his life, had been spent being told his time would come. Constantly training, pushing his limits, only to be held back from raids on settlements, being told to stay back even when those younger than him were allowed to attempt their first kill against settlers. Anger swelled in him as he remembered wandering through a ruined settlement, seeing others his age compared their new kill marks on their arms. Umbra's own arms remained bare as the day he was born.

Static feedback cut through that anger as the speakers came to life. Umbra glanced over the heads of the crowd to see an older bespectacled man approach the microphone on stage. A hush fell over the crowded room.

"I'll keep this brief," the man said, pushing his spectacles up the bridge of his nose.

"You have traveled here today in search of knowledge. To hone your craft and acquire new skills. And when you finish, you will plan to dedicate your life to the protection of the people."

Umbra scoffed. He was only here because his tribe had sent him here on a mission, certainly not so he could become a protector of people. As the pride of the Skugga, Umbra knew he was destined for far greater things. This had been told to him throughout his entire life by his chief and all the elders. Finally, after waiting and training all these years, his mission was suddenly revealed to him last week: bring to life a legend that will restore his tribe to its former glory; to bring back a time of the Lightless Night.

"But I look amongst you and all I see is wasted energy, in need of purpose, direction."

This sentence gave the Vacuo native pause. Purpose he had, the responsibility his tribe had entrusted to him, the whole reason he was here. He had been given no real instructions though, the only knowledge he had was the tale itself, as vague as it was. The tale was told to children in the tribe, of a time when their people could move at night completely hidden, with no stars and moon to reveal their presence to others. A time where they ruled the night, where all who opposed them vanished in the darkness. Umbra always thought it was a mere tale to inspire pride in the tribe; that they had been great once and would be once again. The young were made to retell it over and over, until they memorized it from start to finish. But to be told it was real, to be charged with making it a reality…it was a daunting task.

A bead of cold sweat rolled down his forehead at these thoughts, all caused by that last sentence. This old man shouldn't be capable of causing this kind of emotion in him.

"You assume knowledge will free you of this, but you will find at this school that knowledge will only carry you so far" The older huntsman's eyes narrowed.

"It is up to you to take the first step."

With that enigmatic statement, the cane using man walked away, with a blonde women taking his place. Although she started speaking, her words fell deaf on his ears. The old man's words, they hung about in his mind.

'_The first step…_' Umbra really had no idea where this first step should be taken. Questions were not something he had a chance to ask before leaving, given how abruptly he had left. One moment he helping his tribe mates loot a settlement they had set up to be attacked by Grimm, the next he was being shoved in the dirt by Nox, head of the warriors in the tribe. His mission was quickly whispered into his ear, followed by a blade between the ribs to create a convincing image of a lone wounded survivor. Found by the arriving Vacuo military responding to the attack, he was taken to Vacuo city proper to be treated, before a Skugga informant passed over papers showing he was accepted into some place known as Beacon Academy.

In minutes, his whole life changed, no longer being held back from raids or partaking in worshipping the holy creatures of Grimm. So many questions rang through his head, but he only had one statement to deal with them.

'_I will not fail._' This declaration was made in Umbra's mind as he was lifted, still bleeding, into the Vacuo airship. It rang true during the lonely flight to the far away Kingdom of Vale. Even now it lingered in his mind. It didn't matter if he didn't know where the first step was, Umbra would not let his tribe down; he would validate their faith in him as the pride of the Skugga.

His confidence feeling stronger, Umbra refocused on the women talking-only to see her gone from the stage with everyone moving out of the amphitheater. His renewed confidence deflated like a balloon, replaced by the same creeping panic he felt earlier when he was trying to find where the opening ceremonies started. Everything just moved so quickly here, nothing like what he grew up with.

'_The group, focus on the group. No different than tracking herds of animals_' Umbra told himself, trying not to lose his cool. Quickly moving from his spot towards to exiting mob, so quickly, he almost slammed into the floor by tripping over a figure on the ground. Lurching forward, Umbra barely caught his balance, snarling as he turned to look at the idiot who got in his way. Slumped up against the back wall was a scraggly blue haired male, looking completely out of it to point of not even noticing Umbra's presence. The urge to kick the collapsed over teen set in quick, but he forced himself to ignore it as the group was getting farther and farther away.

Someone who passed out from a simple speech wasn't worth his time anyways. Umbra had one goal, one mission: to restore the Skugga Tribe to glory by fulfilling the Legend of Lightless Night.

* * *

><p><strong>Again, huge shout outs to Reddit users halvetyl000, znman, and harryisgreat1 for their amazing editing work, as well as talented writer on FF dongyrn<strong>** for reading through it! :)**

**If you could spare some time to leave some honest feedback, that would mean the world to me, as that is part of my writing fuel :)**


	4. Career Planning

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own RWBY, the universe it's set in, or anything of that sort. Heck, if RoosterTeeth wants to claim this as their own and use it for a spin off or something, by all means DO IT :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3: Career Planning<strong>

**Amphitheater, Beacon Academy**

_*'Wave building up height, gotta paddle gotta paddle gotta paddle get in the tube get in the tube YES this is-'_*dark face of a sharzark suddenly appears, inches away*'_WHAT IS THAT-'* _Water flows around me, sinking now, cold water filling lungs, no air left, bubbles rush out* '_WHY DOES MY SIDE'- *_ Lots of teeth, all sharp, clamped around my right side, getting blurrier and blurrier, sight darkening*'_can't feel my-'_*

Leif Circinus scrunched his green eyes shut, shaking his head to try and clear away the eight-year-old memory. Upon opening them, he was back in the auditorium, slumped slightly backwards against a pillar on the back wall. The masses that had gathered were already mostly gone, with a tall dark skinned teen exiting with the last of them. Most seemed too excited to notice his odd position. Except for one, a lupine Faunus standing in front of him.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice quiet and soft.

"A bit of a headache, but yeah I'm alright. Just an annoying semblance is all."

Of the two main reasons for coming to Beacon, reason number two was gaining better control of his semblance. It had always been a double edged sword, allowing him to relive memories, complete with the exact emotions, senses, and thoughts that were going on when the memory occurred. It was always a perfect recollection, with first person view point through his own eyes, like it was actually happening all over again, for better or worse.

The problem was that he couldn't seem to control it very well. All it took was an emotional trigger for memories to come rushing back. In this case, recalling when he was attacked by a Grimm eight years ago while surfing as a hurricane was rolling in. Only a miracle saved him. A passing huntsman whose team had taken up patrolling the outskirts of the city for the exact purpose of making sure that the Grimm wouldn't get too close during the storm. That also had something to do with his choice to come here.

"You-you can't control your semblance?" The wolf girl enquired, her silver ears twitching.

"Sometimes, not exactly proud of it. I know it's probably a real rookie error, and seeing as I never attended a combat school, I'm probably far behind you and everyone else." He laughed sheepishly, feeling his tanned cheeks twinge with embarrassment. His conversational partner's ears drooped slightly, realizing he was a true to core rookie.

"I-I see. Well I'm sure you'll catch on quick!" She stuttered, backing away and heading for the exit.

"Wait, what's your name?" Leif called out without realizing it. Force of habit, always trying to meet new people. Despite the awkward conversation that just took place, the Faunus girl actually stopped half way through the exit. Her pale face looked back at him.

"Luna, Luna Okirikiri."

"Name's Leif Circinus, it's nice to meet you…" His voice trailed off as girl just nodded and quickly headed out. As he got up and followed the distant voices towards the temporary sleeping quarters in the ballroom, the nervousness he felt earlier returned. It was a feeling that he just didn't quite belong here at Beacon. While reason number two for choosing to attend here was his semblance, reason number one was far less…noble. Mainly because it had less to do with wanting to be a huntsman and more to do with getting his parents off his back about career plans.

Even after his injury, being a huntsman was never something that Leif saw as a serious life goal. Sure, he learned how to fight, training himself with his grandfather's old sword, but that was because he wanted to be able to defend himself from any future Grimm attacks while surfing. However, as time passed by, his parents wanted him to figure out a career path, nagging him more and more until he picked huntsman out of frustration for both his parents and his semi-controllable semblance.

'_Seemed like a brilliant idea at the time anyways_' Leif mused as entered the crowded ballroom. Murmurs echoed throughout the huge room as other first years got settled in. Not a single face was familiar to him. Not that this was unwelcome, as Leif always loved to meet new people. Growing up on the coast in Vale's upper class district, his time was often spent out on the beach, surfing and enjoying the ocean with others. When he wasn't there, it was at the docks helping his fisherman father, while listening to stories from sailors who came from far and wide. Even at home there were stories to be heard, right from the mouth of his grandfather, a retired cartographer for the Kingdom of Vale. Stories were what kept Leif up at night, often gazing at the lights above trying to picture life elsewhere.

He ducked out into a nearby hallway with a change of clothes after placing his pack down. While the hoodie and sweatpants were great for traveling, he was already working up a sweat indoors. Board shorts and a t-shirt were the way to go now. This also gave him time to make a quick call in private, although he had his concerns as he pulled out his scroll.

'_Please don't freak out, please don't freak out, please don't-_'

"Leif! How are you, son?" A booming voice leapt from his scroll's speakers, causing him to wince. Somehow his dad managed to find a way to project his voice even through the phone.

"I'm fine Dad, would you mind not shouting?"

"Sorry son, just happy that you called is all, hang on let me get your mother."

'_I only left this morning_' Leif shook his head humorously. Being an only child tended to cause his parents to dote on him quite a bit. Whereas his cousins all had a sibling or two, he was all his parents had. The speaker crackled back to life, this time with a familiar female voice.

"Sweetie, it's so good to hear from you! Have you settled in yet? Make any new friends? When are you going to be home next?"

"Mom, I just got here today, we don't even get properly settled in until tomorrow."

"Oh sorry dear, just want to make sure my baby is doing all right on his own."

"Honey, you're smothering again!" His dad warned jokingly in the background. Leif didn't blame them for not knowing how all this worked, no one in his family had ever been a huntsman or huntress before. While his grandfather had known how to fight, he only learned in a self-defense capacity for his job exploring the waters of Vale. Both sides of his family had spent generations working on the waters, either as fisherman on his dad's side, or shipping merchants on his mother's.

"I'm fine mom, I promise. Just wanted to let you both know I got here safe and sound."

"Well that's good, and don't forget sweetie, we're both very very proud of you. You'll do great at anything you do. We love you!" His cheeks flushed red at his mother's praise.

"Thanks, I love you guys too. I'll call you after class tomorrow, promise. I mean provided I don't die of classwork."

"Leif! Don't you dare-"

"Sound good son, good luck!" His dad laughed loudly over his wife's worried outcry, hanging up. A sigh of relief came out with Leif thanking silently for his dad's forethought to end the call before his mother could start another motherly lecture. He couldn't help but love them and all their support though; they were his parents after all.

Glancing at the clock on his scroll, he knew it was time to get back. No matter what challenges awaited him, this was the path he chosen for himself. Attending Beacon may not have been a long time childhood dream that he could tell many around him had, but it was his current goal, one that would make his parents proud.

He reached for the door handle leading into the ballroom, knowing he had to stay quiet now, lest he wake any of his fellow initiates. At least, he would have tried to open the door quietly had it not sprung open from someone on the inside. Leif flinched backwards in surprise as the wolf girl on the other side did the same. Recognition, even in this low light, kicked in seconds later; it was the Faunus from earlier, Luna.

Her grey eyes blinked in shock before looking away and moving his past him without a word. Leif opened his mouth to call out to her, but was reminded by a loud snore that people were sleeping now. Tempted to follow her, he decided against it, not wanting another awkward conversation like earlier. Would make for bad second impression.

As he pulled the door shut but stopped just short of shutting it when he noticed the handle was locked. Not entirely sure when Luna was getting back, he decided to crash by the door, in case it shut while she was out doing whatever it was Faunus did. A knock should wake him up if it came down to it. Leif laid down, resting his head on his pack and let his eyes flutter shut.

Tomorrow would be a whole new day. A whole new chapter in his life.

* * *

><p><strong>Again, huge shout outs to Reddit users halvetyl000 and znman for their amazing editing work, as well as talented writer on FF dongyrn<strong>** for reading through it! :)**

**If you could spare some time to leave some honest feedback, that would mean the world to me, as that is part of my writing fuel :)**


	5. Set on a Path

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own RWBY, the universe it's set in, or anything of that sort. Heck, if RoosterTeeth wants to claim this as their own and use it for a spin off or something, by all means DO IT :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 4: Set on a Path<strong>

**Roof of Beacon Academy**

Her urge to howl at the full moon was only checked by her embarrassment at having the urge in the first place. Carefully climbing up the wall mounts on the side of the building, Luna Okirikiri willed herself to stay focused, breathing in and out in rhythm with her own heartbeat. Much like any other Faunus, she found herself in love with the natural world around her. She particularly loved it at night when the stars and moon were bright, their lights illuminating her pale white skin. Her cheeks flushed crimson as she felt her white ears twitching, showing her inner happiness.

'_Breath in, breath out_' she reminded herself '_Focus on maintaining the cycle_'. Tonight was the last chance she was giving herself to get it right. If she succeeded, she would drop out of Beacon and return home to Mistral. Return home to her dad and the rest of the settlement of Moon Hill. If she failed, then Beacon Academy would be her new home.

Deep down, Luna honestly couldn't tell which one she wanted more.

'_Alright and open_' her white eyes opened, the campus filling her vision. The lupine Faunus looked up at the moon, praying for a different outcome than the past hundreds of times she had looked up at its faint glow. There it lay above her, looking full and normal as ever. A smile broke across her face as her ears twitched with glee, she finally did it! While she always loved the lights beaming down from the sky above at night, Luna had never actually seen the moon normally before, it always- a crack formed in the center of the orb.

Then the moon shattered.

Luna felt a cry catch in her throat. Her eyes were filled with the sight of the shattering pieces of the moon reforming themselves, revealing her own small face looking back down at her, before shattering again. This cycle continued over and over, the reflection of her face never changing, not even to mirror the sad tearful expression that had taken root in reality. She finally snapped her head down, feeling the drain on her aura cease as her semblance went dormant.

Nothing had changed since her birth, her semblance was as uncontrollable as ever. She could be walking by a kitchen and see the face of the cook's assistant reflected back in a pan, sneering in the reflection, while in reality he was smiling away like an innocent fool. The nice human girl who wore glasses in her history class would be chattering happily with her, only for Luna's semblance to kick in to show that girl's reflection in the glasses, with a horrified look of disgust on her face. While only she could see these reflections when her semblance activated on it's own, it never failed to horrify her. To see these inner reflections of a person's soul was an unholy nightmare. Yet Luna had to hide it all, kept it hidden away under a visage of happiness and delight. Not because she had to, but because whenever she didn't, that's when the questions would start. What was wrong? What did she see? How could they help?

'_She may have been able to help if she was here…_' Luna thought miserably as she yearned for her mother. Shortly after her birth, Luna's mother, Moon Hill's priestess, ventured out to collect moon lily petals for a ceremony. She never came back. Two days later at the cost of two huntsmen and her father's right ear, a pack of beowolves laid dead in their lair nearby. That didn't bring back her mother though, or her father's genuine smile.

Knowing his smile was fake was how was how Luna knew what her semblance did. When she was seven, her father was going through old photos with her, showing her parents when they were just young pups. He was smiling and laughing while he spoke, but all his daughter could see was a face full of tears and sadness in the laminate reflections of the photo album. Almost ten years later, despite constant training and self-reflection, there had been no improvement to her control. She wiped the tears from her eyes as she stood, not sure why she felt more downtrodden than usual. After all, a part of her had expected this outcome. Thoughts of her mother likely had a lot to do with it.

'_This is probably why Dad suggested Beacon,_' Luna reasoned as she started back down from the roof. Like the other aspiring huntsmen and huntresses in Moon Hill, she was set to attend Haven Academy this upcoming school year. While her father had been a graduate of Haven, her mother grew up in Vale and was trained at Beacon, with the two meeting at a Vytal Festival that had been hosted in Mistral. Falling in love with her dad and the land he lived in, her mother moved here after completing her training. Even after living here for twenty years, her dad said she never stopped considering Beacon to be her home.

"_Now it's my home too_" she concluded as she reached the ground. The grounds were quiet; it was almost midnight after all. Slipping back inside, she crept down the darkened hallways on her way back to the ballroom. Luckily the door barely creaked as it opened, although when she closed it she heard a click as it locked. These doors were intended to be locked yet only chance had kept her from being left outside. That's when a snoring figure near the door caught her eye.

'_That's the guy from earlier_' Luna realized. He had run into her as she had snuck out, but didn't say a word. Did he keep the door slightly open for her? He was sleeping pretty close to door away from others too. All for a stranger…no that was just wishful thinking. He didn't even know her, didn't even know what she could see.

'_But he also can't control his semblance…like me_' Maybe Leif would be a good partner to have, if it worked out that way. She had never imagined finding someone who was like her. Luna smiled slightly, feeling oddly hopeful.

Maybe Beacon was the place for her after all.

* * *
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* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 5: Two Sides of Socializing<strong>

**Locker Room, Beacon Academy**

Despite a great night's rest, Leif's nerves were now jumping under his skin; he could barely stomach the pancakes at breakfast. Apparently, while he was dealing with his semblance yesterday, it had been announced that there was actually another test, an initiation they all had to go through. He thought the hard part was over when he got accepted to the school weeks ago, but it looks like he wasn't quite in just yet. He glanced around while heading for his locker, passing by various other first years getting equipped. If anyone else seemed nervous, they didn't show it. Well maybe except for a blonde haired boy who was stumbling around looking completely lost. He was quickly forgotten as Leif's jaw dropped at spotted someone far more impressive. Speaking with a white haired pompous looking girl, was a highly recognizable individual.

'_Pyrrha Nikos is attending Beacon?_' Leif had seen some her fights on TV with his classmates after school. Fight was actually a bit of an overstatement, seeing as she wiped the floor with her opponents without much trouble. Walks in the park would be a more accurate description. Seeing her only made his nerves worse. Pyrrha would set an exceptionally high bar for first year students.

'_No point in getting too worked up over it'_ he accepted reluctantly. He just had to go out there and give whatever the task was one hundred percent. Although he really didn't want to go home and suffer another round of questioning about career paths

Arriving at his locker, Leif felt a small relief seeing his sheathed sword tucked safely inside. All weapons had been collected this morning as the students arrived at breakfast to be checked by the faculty, as well as coded to a locker assigned to each first year. This was a fairly self-explanatory process, although Leif recalled one tall dark skinned student who was very averse to the poor teacher trying to gather his staffs. While thinking the guy was being silly at the time, for some reason, having his weapon back seemed to bring him some small comfort. Taking the coral scabbard from the locker, Leif pulled his grandfather's old blade from its resting place. While his grandfather was no huntsman, his occupation of a cartographer brought him to a variety of dangerous lands. _Horizon's Light _made sure he made it back each time.

Leif examined the orange blade. While old, it still retained a sheen polish, reflecting the lights above him. Turning from the locker, he held it in his right hand in a fighting stance. Just a quick test run to make sure it was still working. Clicking the toggle located where the blade met the hilt, he flicked his wrist up, watching the blade swing back towards his arm. This used to terrify him when he was younger, always thinking it would cut right into his arm. Yet just like every time he did it before, the blade stopped just short of contacting his skin, and split in apart down the edge, covering his forearm with the two metal halves.

'_Still transforms smoothly_' Leif noted happily. The gun barrel on the now exposed top of the hilt looked good as well. Magazine chamber at the bottom of the hilt was clean as well, unloaded at the moment, with the hundred round ammo clips hanging in the locker still. Hundred rounds may have been a lot, but given how small the bullets were, he knew he needed every round in the clip to be effective against a target. Even then, the sharp blade, not the gun, would be his main way to finish off his enemy, a lesson he had learned over the past few years of self-training.

Leif flicked his wrist forward, snapping the blade back together over the blue hilt. The fact he was self-taught was the real source of his nerves. He had never been in a real fight before, not with Grimm or people, just practiced alone, hitting inanimate targets, making up combos as he swung. He likely would have gotten that experience at Signal Academy over on Patch, but his parents weren't particularly rich, so normal no-combat school was the norm for him. His stellar grades there plus being in great physical condition from living an active lifestyle helped make up for the lack of formal training when applying to Beacon. However, he wasn't quite sure what the baseline was for acceptance; he felt pretty confident that he was at least a bit better than minimal.

A pitiful scream and a whoosh sounded behind Leif, drawing his attention. Pinned up against the wall by a spear was that blonde haired male, looking a bit dazed by the short flight he just experienced. The spear that held him there Leif recognized instantly; it was Pyrrha's, thrown with enough precision that it didn't injure the guy in the slightest, just sent him flying. Pure skill.

He ripped his gaze away from the sight. He wasn't doing his nerves any good comparing himself to Pyrrha. Hopefully the instructors here acknowledge the skill gap between The Invincible Girl and normal people, keeping their expectations fair. Besides, everyone else was probably more novice level like him. Just had to stay positive. Grabbing his ammo clips and strapping them around his board shorts' waistband, Leif adjusted the scabbard's position on his back.

"Would all first-year students please report to Beacon Cliff for initiation? Again, all first-year students report to Beacon Cliff immediately" Glynda Goodwitch's voice announced through the intercom. Leif closed his locker and took a few deep breaths before heading for the exit.

'_No sense in delaying this any long-'_ His thought was cut short by the end of a staff appearing inches from his face as rounded the corner. A frantically beating heart as least told him he was still alive. Following the staff back to its owner, Leif saw a very annoyed face looking down at him.

"Heh heh, that-that was close," Leif stuttered weakly, "Warming up for the test?" The staff was withdrawn from his face, before being twirled around in brilliant patterns. Despite the black pole being almost as tall as its owner, it never once made contact with his own body or the surrounding room. It was quite an impressive if not also terrifying display of control. So much for Pyrrha being an outlier, not that Leif had much basis to assume that. As the staff came to rest, hooking on to the back of the boy's sash, Leif saw the teen glance at him again, looking a bit surprised that he was still there.

"Not anymore," He answered gruffly before moving past him, almost bumping into him had he not moved. Realizing he was one of the only ones left in the locker room, Leif quickly went after him outside.

"So you think the test will be easy?" He asked the guy as they exited the building into the courtyard. Again, almost a minute passed before the dark skinned first year seemed to notice he was being questioned again. And once again, he seemed annoyed.

"For someone skilled yes, but for someone who passes out from an old man talking, it will likely kill you," he smirked. Leif had no words to say at that, coming to a dead stop as the other guy kept going. *_aura draining, not now, why now, arhhhhhh* _Leif scrunched his eyes shut and shook his head furiously as his semblance made him relive a few seconds from yesterday. Embarrassment and frustration rushed through him. So someone other than the wolf girl had noticed his state towards the end of Ozpin's speech. Great.

"Well, well, it was hot in there! Heat exhaustion is a real thing you know!" Leif shouted halfheartedly, not that he expected a response.

"Yeah, I sure showed him," he mumbled to no one in particular as he resumed his walk to the cliffs.

* * *

><p><strong>Path to Beacon Cliffs<strong>

As cool breeze continued blowing across the Beacon grounds, Mura was fuming. The weather wasn't the issue, while it was certainly a bit chillier compared to yesterday, she actually dressed appropriately, no woolen or workout clothes. No, was frustrating her was how hard it was to walk while taking tiny steps. That Schnee girl was not a fast walker and on top of that, she had shorter legs than Mura. More of the first years kept passing her though, getting her odd looks as to why she was walking so slowly. At least it was just her she had to avoid, thanks to some subtle poking around last night before everyone went to sleep. She was pretty confident that no one else here was from Atlas, and even if someone else was, Mura doubted they had the connections and influence like a Schnee would. She just needed to pass her already, and hope that she didn't get a good look at her. Heck, she was probably panicking for nothing, this Atlas girl might not even care to look at her clearly.

'_Better find someone to talk to_' Mura reasoned, looking around. Many were already talking with others, making her feel too weird to just jump in with. A really young looking red head was in a frantic conversation with an older blonde. A hyper ginger was having a one sided chat with a quiet teen. Just beyond them though, she spotted a solo walker, a lupine Faunus off by herself, a bow and quiver slung over her shoulder.

'_Bingo_' she smiled as she slipped sideways through the group. The girl was looking around, not really at the people near her, but more the environment around her. It would be quite a coincidence if she turned out to be from a different kingdom too.

"Beautiful day for a possibly life threatening test, huh?" Mura asked, sidling up to the startled girl. Her quiver nearly slid off her shoulder as she jumped, but she caught it before regaining composure.

"Ye-yes it is," the girl smiled, faint red in her cheeks "Do you know what the test will be by any chance?"

"Not a clue. Didn't even realize there would be one given on site to get into Beacon. I'm Murasaki by the way, last name Zenith." Out of the corner of Mura's eye, she noticed they were about to pass the Schnee girl, so she reached out to shake hands with her far side, turning her face away from possible Atlesian eyes. The wolf girl looked a bit hesitant, then shook it.

"Luna Okirikiri, it's nice to meet you Murasaki."

"Just call me Mura, it's easier, trust me." She laughed. It came out a lot louder than she intended, partly from the relief of just passing by Schnee girl successfully. Although she couldn't just keep hiding from her forever, that was future Mura's problem.

"Think we have to fight anything?"

"Well considering we have weapons and are at a school focused on an occupation involving fighting…" Mura said matter-of-factly.

"Good point," Luna quietly agreed, blushing again, looking down. This girl wasn't very outgoing Mura noticed. Although she had only started this conversation as a way to blend in, Luna was a huge step up over her conversation from the day before with Umbra. Since then, Murasaki had just a little small talk with others, not really knowing anyone since she wasn't from Vale. It was comforting feeling, speaking with someone normally again.

"Speaking of, that bow looks pretty deadly, does it umm do anything else though?"

"Not really…I mean the ends are sharpened for close range, if it ever comes to that. I hope not though…"

"Well hey, maybe you'll be on a team with some close range fighters, they'll keep the baddies off your back!"

"Hopefully yeah," Luna agreed with a smile. Her wolf ears seemed to twitch happily, or what Mura assumed was happiness. There weren't many Faunus back in Stillfalls.

"Those shields look pretty cool, edges look sharp too. They look at bit thick though," Luna commented, pointing towards the rims of the twin shields Mura was carrying in both hands. Both were of about standard size as far as shields went, but Luna seemed to notice the key difference right away. It's always the quiet ones who were the most observant.

"Yep, that's a secret though, you'll just have to wait and see," Mura winked at her. "It'll be much more fun to demonstrate too, rather than just bore you with some explanation" Glancing ahead, her eyes caught sight a familiar looking staff poking out above the crowd, strapped to the back of a familiar dark skinned teen. Him again.

"Hey, I'll talk to you later, there is someone I need to go talk with," Mura excused herself before jogging forward.

"Nice meeting you too!" The soft voice was barely heard as Murasaki moved to catch up to one who eluded her the day before. If Umbra thought he would just use her and be done with her, she was more than ready to prove just how wrong he was.

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 6: Calm before the Spring<strong>

**Cliffs near Emerald Forest**

Continuing with the trend of being out of his element, Umbra was in shock at the large lush forest in front of him. It didn't seem to have an end, just miles upon miles of green, a huge change from the arid desert landscape back home. None of the other first years who were slowly arriving with him on the cliff seemed as amazed as him. He heard a snicker to his right.

"Guessing they didn't have forests like this back home huh?" That purple haired girl from yesterday was beside him. Two shocks for him now and it wasn't even midmorning. While tempted to ignore her, Umbra figured that she wouldn't just leave him alone even if he did.

"No, they didn't."

"Soooo what did they have then?"

"Not this."

"Descriptive." She seemed annoyed again like yesterday; Umbra could hear her voice become taut.

"Umbra, right?" Evidently not annoyed enough to stop talking to him though.

"Yes."

"…do you even remember my name?"

"Murasaki Zenith."

"Well aren't we formal," Murasaki laughed. "You can just call me Mura, it's easier."

"I have no difficulty in saying your name."

"Jeez everyone so serious where you're from?"

"Yes," he answered, now finding himself annoyed. "Everyone so questioning where you're from?"

"Nope, just me, but glad you have some wit," she smirked. Umbra finally looked to his left, actually looking at her this time. No one in the Skugga acted like her, at least not openly. Her outfit didn't look very efficient, rather than like his handmade black cloth robes. An unzipped black leather jacket was worn over light purple t-shirt, both looking more like aesthetic looking choices rather than practical design. Her long pants had camo pattern markings on them, similar to the kind he saw on dead Vacuo soldiers, yet with dark purple and black color scheme rather than one that matched the desert landscape. Much like the environment he was in, he had never quite encountered someone like her. It was…unsettling.

What really drew his attention though were the matching shields she had on each arm. Appearing to be standard size, no bigger than a buckler, the edges looked sharpened enough to cut into skin. Yet despite its plain appearance, there seemed to be something missing, or at least something Umbra couldn't see outright.

"My eyes are up here big guy," Murasaki snickered, "unless you see something you like."

"Your shields are your only weapon?"

"I don't know, is that staff yours?"

"Yes-"

"So help me Oum, if you say a one-word answer again, I'm going to smack you."

"Uh-umm yes, they are my only weapon," Umbra stammered. She had threatened him. Normally he would just punch her, but he had enough common sense to know that wouldn't go over to well. However, down in the forest where no one could see…his jaw dropped. She was laughing again.

"Well that was certainly more than one word."

Umbra already missed earlier when the massive forest was the only thing that unsettled him.

* * *

><p>The wind blew through Luna's silver hair as she gazed out over the forest. Did the sight amaze her mother as well? Despite the importance of the day, the weather felt like it was urging everyone to relax, take a personal day. She could actually feel her heart slowing down as she basked in the perfect conditions.<p>

'_Feel yourself in the world around you and you'll never lose yourself_' She repeated her father's mantra silently. Ever since her semblance manifested itself uncontrollably, he had trained her in both physical and mental techniques. His hope was that, with skills like those he and her mother had learned at combat school, Luna would be able to gain control of her power. While Luna became quite proficient at the various aspects of being a huntress, her control over her semblance had only improved slightly over the past decade.

Moments like these, calming herself by enjoying the natural world around her, helped her from losing hope completely. That, and avoiding looking at any kind of reflective surface near people as well as the accursed moon.

"Oii that's a long way down," an anxious voice commented to her left. Glancing over, she saw another reason to have hope. Looking curiously over the edge of the cliff was Leif, the boy who confessed his own semblance issues to her yesterday. Luna wasn't alone.

"You don't think they expect us to just jump down there right? Gotta be a transport or ladder, heck even a rope would be nice," he continued, scratching his head before stepping back onto the stone plate that aligned the cliff. The last of the first years were lining up on the other squares now, awaiting further instruction.

"Luna, thoughts?" She was taken aback, not realizing he was actually speaking to her. He even remembered her name.

"Umm well I assume they will tell us," she said motioning down the row to her right, where Professors Ozpin and Goodwitch were standing. Leif leaned out and squinted, before nodding in acknowledgment.

"Huh, yeah you're right," he laughed with a smile. If he had any thoughts on seeing her sneak out last night, he didn't say it. Did he really make sure the door stayed open or was she just imagining it? It was bugging the crap out of her now.

"Hey Leif-," she started to ask when a hush fellow over the rest of the students. Ozpin had started to speak.

"For years, you have trained to become warriors, and today, your abilities will be evaluated in the Emerald Forest."

"Getting creative with names now aren't they," Leif whispered, forcing Luna to stifle her laughter. Moments ago he was looking nervously over the edge of a cliff. Now he was cracking jokes. This guy was something else.

"Now, I'm sure many of you have heard rumors about the assignment of teams. Well, allow us to put an end to your confusion. Each of you will be given teammates... today," Professor Goodwitch added. Luna knew huntsmen and huntresses were split into teams of four, although the process was never really explained to her. Not that she hadn't asked, it was just her dad went to Haven, so he didn't have a clue about the way things were handled at Beacon. As for her mom, who had actually gone to Beacon… she wasn't around to ask.

"These teammates will be with you for the rest of your time here at Beacon. So it is in your best interest to be paired with someone with whom you can work well. That being said, the first person you make eye contact with after landing will be your partner for the next four years," Professor Ozpin stated flatly. Luna's jaw dropped. Teams were one thing, but a partner? Her semblance would make any partner despise her very existence. She didn't even know anyone here, not for real anyways.

"Huh…well the whole 'not attending a proper combat school' is about to bite me in butt now," groaned Leif.

"Wait, what?" She looked up at him surprised. He looked like he grew up in Vale, how did he not know anyone?

"Yeah, I don't know anyone here," Leif laughed sheepishly, "Well except for you. And a really pretentious douche I ran into on the way up here." Can't control his semblance, didn't know anyone except her, and seemed to have an unflappable air of confidence despite himself; Leif was seeming like the perfect partner right about now.

"After you've partnered up, make your way to the northern end of the forest. You will meet opposition along the way. Do not hesitate to destroy everything in your path... or you will die."

"Great, and now the threat of death. I'm sure my lack of actual combat experience will come in handy," her partner candidate sarcastically muttered.

"I've never actually fought either," Luna quietly mentioned, her rustling ears showing her embarrassment.

"You at least look the part of a huntress," Leif chuckled, "I'm sure your training was a lot better than mine."

"You will be monitored and graded through the duration of your initiation, but our instructors will not intervene. You will find an abandoned temple at the end of the path containing several relics. Each pair must choose one and return to the top of the cliff. You will guard that item, as well as your standing, and we will grade you appropriately. Are there any questions?" Ozpin asked after outlining their mission.

"Yeah, um, sir?" The blonde boy closest towards to Ozpin started.

"Good! Now, take your positions!" The old man concluded as though he didn't hear him.

"Wait!" Leif spoke up as well "You didn't say how-" His question was interrupted by two loud springs as two students catapulted into the air on their left and right. The stone plates they stood on were actually launch pads.

"Oh."

"Looks like we figure out our own ways to land," Luna pointed out as the next two students launched.

"Yeah okay, hey when you find my squished crumpled corpse, mind sending my sword back to my parents? Grandpa will kill me when I see him in the afterlife if it was lost." Two more students vanished, a spiky Mohawk male to her right and a dark skinned giant to her left.

"I'm sure you'll be fine."

"Yeah, uh huh. How do you plan on getting down exactly?"

"Well, I have some rope in my quiver that I can tie to my arrows. I'll just hit a tree and swing down."

"Rope, huh? Hey you got a spare one I can-" Luna suddenly was staring at nothing as Leif vanished into the air. Neither had realized how many students had already launched on either side of them. Bracing herself for her turn, Luna saw tried to make out Leif amongst the flying dots. Hopefully he would be fine; she needed a living partner after all.

Then she felt the air whooshing around her as she felt the ground beneath her feet vanish.

* * *
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